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It was possible to pay too high a price even for food and freedom
and as soon as her overbroad back was turned he fled precipitately
from her wiles.

His own ship was in no hurry to resume her voyage and the
only hope of escape seemed to lie in secretly joining another. So
Rufus stole back into the city and, making his way to the docks,
entered a sailors' lodging-house. This was a false step. The story
has often been told that, when someone came into the common
room of the lodging-house and inquired if there was anyone
present who could do logarithms, he gave himself away by
acknowledging that he could, and that, suspicion being roused by
this unusual accomplishment, swift recapture followed. His own
version was quite different and to the effect that, being unable to
give any satisfactory account of himself, he was taken before the
harbour master, who interrogated him closely as to his identity.
All might still have been well if the harbour master had not by
chance been accompanied by a daughter of such ravishing beauty
that Rufus, gazing upon her spellbound, paid no heed to answering
the questions rained upon him, replied at random, and was
swiftly exposed. Retribution followed j for the next three days
he was put as a punishment to shifting coal in Rio harbour, the
only white man among a gang of negroes, Indians and half-castes
in an atmosphere which made even his hardened companions
gasp for breath and pour with sweat.

This drastic treatment was at least successful, for he made no
further effort at escape. But, if it did not increase his affection
for either the life of a sailor or the personality of the captain, it
did no lasting harm either to his health or his spirits. On
January 12, 1877, the Blair Afhole set sail once more, bound this
time for Calcutta across the vast and featureless South Atlantic
with the ship's boy on board again, undaunted by his Brazilian
adventures or their unpleasant climax.

As hot lazy days succeeded one another, there was little to
keep the crew occupied and fights broke out again. The captain
was not the only tyrant* Lower down in the hierarchy and in
closer daily contact with the crew was the boatswain, a Royal
Naval Reservist with the grimly Treasure Island name of
Isaac Cribb, a heavy and ready fist and a vocabulary of wide range
and considerable originality. Upon the ship's boy the weight of
his hand and the lash of his tongue fell with increasing frequency,
till one tropical night on the deck, with the crew gathered round
in rapturous anticipation, the blood of Daniel Mendoza was
roused and Rufus fought and knocked out the hated bully. As
their oppressor's head hit the planks with a gratifying thud, an